The Clad dag}) ofGalway

infinitely smaller. Their difficulties, even, were more vertical
than horizontal. Peru or Bolivia, in this sense, are nearly as in-
accessible as Tibet; but the actual distances, in terms of miles,
would be unimpressive. Peru or Bolivia, from Virginia or Maine,
were as distant as if upon another star. It must have been literally
incredible to think that there was a land connection between
these hills and green fields of Virginia or Maine, and the cactus
land with its plume clad caciques.

But this fantasy, born, in the first place, of the sand dunes,
spreads its contagion and will not stand alone. It must find a
parallel in the living world before our eyes. It is no longer the
level sands but a wide bay set with mountains. The air is lively
with their colour, in greens and blues that are unreal they are so
soft and clear, yet there is a sadness upon the waters which is
the emanation of this far-off land.

Again, there is the mewing of many gulls, voicing the silence
and the loneliness. The bay is so wide that its far shores are hope-
lessly distant, and more beautiful for that. This pier, for it is a
harbour town, would be a place to walk upon, day after day,
thinking of ambitions that will never be realized. Poverty and
sadness are endemic in this air; but its beauties are of the shawl
and not the silken dress. The bare feet of the women tread sound-
lessly upon the quays. And they are all alike, as alike as a flock
of birds. Their heads are bound up in a handkerchief or shawl,
and they wear a red petticoat or bodygown, which is no more
than a short red skirt.

This is the dress of the town. It is the Claddagh, the fishing
town of Galway, The men have put to sea and only the women
are left, but their number and the peculiarity of their dress give
to the streets and quays the air of a foreign town. It is the sug-
gestion of a world that is beyond experience, for this is the only
hint at its existence and even the shadow of it is to be found
nowhere else. If the world went out far into the West it would
be this. Such is the Occident or far West of the world: but its
unique character cannot be seen even on the near shore of the
same island. Here, at the gates of Galway, it begins and is con-
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